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REMARKS. 


(!fttpsp  Sack ;  or,  tije  Ttfapoleon  of  1$umbU  ICtfe. 

Bonaparte  did  not  believe  in  friendship  :  “  Friendship 
is  but  a  word.  I  love  no  one — no,  not  even  my  brothers  ; 
Joseph,  perhaps,  a  little.  Still,  if  I  do  love  him,  it  is 
from  habit,  because  he  is  the  eldest  of  us.  Duroc  1 — yes, 
him  I  certainly  love  :  but  why  ?  His  character  suits  me : 
he  is  cold,  severe,  unfeeling ;  and,  then,  Duroc  never 
weeps." 

Such  were  the  sentiments  of  a  man  whom  the  British 
nation  has  been  called  to  honour  ;  a  man  who  has  been 
elevated  to  a  hero  without  possessing  one  spark  of  true  he¬ 
roism  !  Undaunted  courage  and  physical  volition;  great 
military  skill  and  presence  of  mind  ;  cool  determination, 
arising  from  a  recklessness  of  consequences  ;  quickness  to 
conceive,  and  promptness  and  vigour  to  execute  his  plans ; 
and,  above  all,  a  restless  and,  indeed,  magnificent  ambi¬ 
tion, — these,  combined  with  singular  good  fortune,  were 
the  dazzling  qualities  that  made  him  the  admired  and  al¬ 
most  beloved  despot  of  his  own  people,  and  the  wonder 
and  terror  of  the  world.  Nor  was  he  hardly  less  eminent 
in  council :  cruel  and  hypocritical  as  Richard,  bluff  and 
imperious  as  the  eighth  Harry,  ferocious  and  ill-mannered 
as  Cromwell,  he  was  so  perfect  an  adept  in  the  art  and 
mystery  of  governing — by  indulging  the  cupidity,  flattering 
the  vanity,  providing  for  the  pleasures,  and  keeping  alive 
the  passion  for  military  glory  of  his  harlequin  subjects — 
that  they  kissed  the  hand  that  smote  them ;  nor  did  they 
awake  from  their  long  dream  of  idolatry,  till  fortune  had 
played  her  favourite  some  slippery  tricks,  and,  by  dissi¬ 
pating  the  adventitious  halo  that  victory  cast  around  him, 
destroyed  his  presumed  invincibility,  and  their  blind 
confidence  and  homage.  His  murder  of  the  Duke 
D’Enghein  startled  even  the  Parisians,  whom  the  mas¬ 
sacres  of  Danton  and  Robespiere  had  inured  to  scenes 
of  blood  and  carnage ;  and  it  is  said  that  a  revolution 
would  have  followed,  had  not  the  crafty  tyrant  caused  a 
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spectacle  of  unprecedented  splendour  to  be  exhibited  at  the 
theatre — for  he  well  knew  that  Monsieur  will  play  at 
foot-ball  with  his  father’s  skull,  and  beat  his  big  drum 
with  the  bones  of  his  mother,  provided  his  dramatic  mama 
he  o-ratified.  Never  was  blood  more  wantonly  spilt  than 
when  the  virtuous  descendant  of  the  great  Conde  perished 
in  the  ditch  of  the  Castle  of  Vincennes.  Had  there  been 
passion  in  the  conduct  of  his  assassin,  it  had  been  the  act 
of  a  man — a  wicked  man,  indeed,  but  still  a  human  crea¬ 
ture  acting  under  the  influence  of  human  feelings  but 
his  4as  the  deed  of  a  calm,  cold,  calculating  demon,  ac¬ 
tuated  by  the  basest  and  most  sordid  motives  of  self-inte¬ 
rest.  Bonaparte  counted  his  fortunate  days  by  his  victo¬ 
ries — Titus,  by  his  good  actions.. 

A  splendid  farrago  of  meritricious  buffoonery ,  exhibiting 
Bonaparte  in  the  several  phases  of  his  career,  disgraced 
the  stage  of  Covent  Garden  about  three  years  since.— 
Folks  stared,  as  well  they  might,  at  sprawling,  duck- 
legged  generals  and  field-marshals,  stalking  over  the 
boards,  and  spouting  their  grandiloquent  fustian  ;  while 
Punch’s  apotheosis  was  not  more  comical  than  the  Cor¬ 
sican  Bajazet— no  longer  cruel,  but  corpulent— affecting 
lon-liommie  and  gallantry  at  his  rock-bound  cage  at 
Longwood.  The  last  scene  was  piteous,  and  almost 

*  To  ridicule  such  a  piece  of  anti-English  feeling,  Mr. 
Moncrieff  wrote  the  pleasant  travestie  of  Gipsy  Jack, 
which  is  a  close  and  whimsical  parody  of  the  leading  inci¬ 
dents  of  the  Covent  Garden  absurdity.  Gipsy  Jack  is  a 
brigand  upon  a  smaller  scale :  born  on  Blackheath,— 
“  ditch -delivered  of  a  drab,” — 


“  One  of  the  many  spurious  pledges 
Of  gipsies  littering  under  hedges,”— 

he  becomes  the  hero  of  the  Fives’  Court ;  assists  at  the 
demolition  of  Norwood  stocks ;  takes  Norwood  Common 
by  storm;  is  made  chief  and  generalissimo  of  the  Finch¬ 
ley  expedition ;  begins  his  second  campaign  by  his  cele¬ 
brated  pass  of  Highgate  Hill ;  is  crowned  emperor  of  the 
gipsies  at  South  Mimms  ;  makes  an  attack  on  the  Finch¬ 
ley  beggars  ;  ravages  Hendon  and  Barnet,  and  walks  off 
the  poultry  and  stray  linen  from  the  neighbouring  fields 
and  hedges.  His  next  exploit  is  a  horse-stealing  expedi¬ 
tion  ;  he  burns  his  tent  ;  retreats  ;  is  hotly  pursued  by 
the  police,  and  obliged  to  make  a  stand  at  Battle  Bridge. 
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His  strong  hold  at  Norwood  is  surprised  ;  he  surrenders 
himself ;  takes  leave  of  his  Hampstead  friends  previous  to 
transportation;  arrives  at  Newgate;  escapes;  is  re-cap¬ 
tured ;  and  finally  shipped  off  to  the  Swan  River. 
The  “  apocryphal  flummery”  represents  him  mounted  on 
his  veritable  donkey,  escaping  from  a  file  ol  policemen  ; 
the  gipsies  receiving  him  with  loud  cheers,  the  govemoi 
and  his  attendants  astounded  and  dumbfounded. 

The  author  speaks  in  high  praise  of  Mr.  Davidge  s  per¬ 
formance  of  Gipsy  Jack ;  and  when  an  author  acknow¬ 
ledges  that  he  sees  the  child  of  his  fancy  properly  embo¬ 
died  according  to  his  first  glowing  ideas,  and  that  the  actor 
has  far  transcended  his  conception  of  the  character,  we 
may  fairly  believe  him  ; — indeed,  we  can  bear  testimony  o 
the  justice  of  Mr.  Moncrieff’s  eulogium,  and  pronounce 
Mr.  Davidge’s  representation  of  the  “  Great  Captain  a 
capital  piece  of  burlesque.  Mr.  Elliott  was  ludicrously 
lachrymose  in  Strapps ;  and  Panuel,  Tomkins,  Rusty, 
and  the  Rum  Duke,  were  adequately  represented,  lhe 
travestie  made  a  palpable  hit  at  the  Coburg,  and  fairly 
knocked  up  its  inflated,  nonsensical  original  of  the  metro - 

P°litan-  D. - G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre ; 
L  C.  Left  of  Centre;  D.F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C.D.F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.D.F 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat ;  R.  D.  Right 
Door;  L.  D.  Left  Door ;  S.E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  En¬ 
trance. 

V  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


(East  of  tlje  eCi;atattcrs, 


As  originally  sustained  at 

Gypsey  Jack . . 

Rob  Pierce . 

Joyce  Cooper . 

Panuel  . . . .  . . 

Mr.  Bourke . 

Mr.  Shaw . 

Ruth  veil . 

Brown . 

Robinson . 

Fisher . 

Tomkins . 

Rusty . 

Swearall . 

Baggs . 

Strapps . 

Harman . 

Carew . 

Kennedy . . . 

Charles  Ball . *  • 

Trap . 

Beak . 

Claw . 

Governor  of  the  Swan  River . 


the  Coburg  Theatre. 

. c....Mr.  Dayidge. 

. Mr.  Paul. 

. Mr.  King. 

. Mr.  Harrison. 

. Mr.  Bannister. 

. Mr.  Smith. 

. Mr.  Hill. 

. Mr.  Mortimer. 

. . Mr.  Bennet. 

. Mr.  H.  Williams. 

. Mr.  Brown 

. Mr.  Claridge. 

. Mr.  Saunders. 

. Mr.  Maynard. 

.7. . Mr.  Elliott. 

. Mr.  Scarbro’. 

. Mr.  Lewis. 

. Mr.  Thomas. 

. Mr.  Moore. 

. Mr.  Maul. 

. Mr.  Plank. 

. Mr.  Rooke. 

. Mr.  James. 


Margaret  . . . 
Mrs.  Swearall 
Cinder  Sal. . . 


Mrs.  Lewis. 
Mrs.  Blake. 
Mrs.  Morris. 


®o$ttune« 

GYPSEY  JACK. — First  dress— White  coatee,  buttoned  close- 
long  flapped  waistcoat — blue  breeches — muddy  boots — cocked  hat, 
with  turnpike  ticket.  Second  dress — Blue  short  tailed  ragged  mili¬ 
tary  coat,  red  facings — old  small  cocked  hat — trowsers  epaulettes 
formed  of  fancy  shavings.  Third  dress — Old  grey  great  coat,  &c.  in 
*  addition  to  the  above.  Fourth  dress — Military  close  coat  convict  s 
brown  trowsers. 

GOVERNOR. — Military  red  coat — white  pantaloons — cocked  hat. 

ROB  PIERCE,  JOYCE  COOPER,  and  Gypsies,  the  usual  ragged 
dresses  of  the  tribe. 

MR.  BOURKE  and  MR.  SHAW.— Plain  brown  tradesmen's  walk¬ 
ing  coat  and  breeches — round  hats,  &c 

STRAPPS,  HARMAN,  and  Beggars,  the  costume  of  St.  Giles’s. 

MARGARET. — Gypsey  girl’s  dress — red  cloak,  and  straw  hat. 

MRS.  SWEARALL  — Printed  cotton  gown— cap,  and  apron. 

CINDER  SAL.— Saffron  Hill  attire. 


MEMOIR  OF  MR.  DAVIDGE. 


Mr.  George  B.  Davidge  was  born  at  Bristol,  in 
1793.  His  father  was  one  of  the  innumerable  professions 
of  Caleb  Quotem  :  he  followed  in  the  wake  of  the  apothe¬ 
cary,  and  carried  home  for  him  those  that  slept.  Young 
George,  having  declined  the  law,  adopted  printing  ;  and 
as  his  master  transferred  into  type  the  play-bills  of  the 
day,  his  transition  to  the  sixpenny  gallery  was  nothing  re¬ 
markable.  From  that  elevated  region  he  caught  the  dra¬ 
matic  mania;  and  Sandford,  in  “Who’s  the  Dupe?” 
on  the  stage  of  a  private  theatre,  was  his  first  essay. 

He  was  not  long  deciding  whether  his  name  should  ap¬ 
pear  in  the  bills  as  printer  or  principal  performer.  He 
bent  his  way  towards  London  ;  where,  meeting  with  the 
future  Mrs.  Davidge,  and  feeling  that  against  the  whips 
and  scorns  of  fortune,  thrice  is  he  armed  that  hath  a  pretty 
woman  for  his  helpmate,  he  gave  her  his  hand. 

In  1813  he  played  Suckling ,  in  Morton’s  comedy  of 
“  Education,”  on  the  Bath  stage,  where  he  remained 
three  seasons.  Gattie  at  that  period  monopolised  all  the 
mounseers  and  old  men,  and  left  him  to  twirl  his  head 
round  like  a  tee-totum,  and  elongate  or  contract  his  extre¬ 
mities  in  pantomime.  Gattie’s  retirement  made  the  old 
men  and  mounseers  all  his  own. 

At  Weymouth,  his  attempts  at  comedy  were  successful ; 
and,  from  the  good  opinion  which  the  manager  of  Covent 
Garden  expressed  of  his  talents,  he  was  led  to  anticipate 
an  engagement.  But  “fine  words  butter  no  parsnips:” 
parsnips  buttered  or  unbuttered  were  not  to  be  had  at 
Covent  Garden. 

Mr.  Scott,  late  proprietor  of  the  Adelphi,  was  so  favour¬ 
ably  impressed  with  Mr.  Davidge’s  abilities  in  the  burletta 
of  “  Stratagems ,”  that,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  first  act, 
he  engaged  him  for  three  years  ;  and  when  Tom  Dibdin 
(poor  Tom  !)  opened  his  theatre, — 

“  ’Twas  call’d  the  Circus  once,  but  now  the  Surrey,” — 
he  formed  one  of  the  corps  dramatique. 
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He  subsequently  figured  away  at  Astley’s  and  the  Co¬ 
burg  of  the  latter  he  became  joint  lessee  in  1824,  and 
sole  lessee  in  1825.  Ambitious  of  experimentalizing  how 
far  mind  could  be  successfully  introduced  into  St.  George’s 
Fields,  he  exhibited  Kean  in  tragedy,  and  Dowton  in  co¬ 
medy.  But  the  man  that  lets  devils  out  to  hire,  and  deals 
in  giants  of  the  first  enormity,  is  the  man  to  prosper.  A 
manager  may  as  well  expect  to  escape  choking  after 
having  swallowed  a  grape-shot,  or  to  elicit  a  divine  spark 
from  the  genius  of  a  mud  volcano,  as  to  succeed  among 
the  omnium  gatherum  of  such  sublime  intelligences. 
Sheridan  Knowles  tried,  and  became  a  disappointed,  ba¬ 
nished  man ! 

Mr.  Davidge’s  attempt  to  improve  the  drama  over  the 
water  unhappily  sent  him  there.  We  should  scorn  to 
mention  his  misfortunes,  did  they  not  redound  so  highly 
to  his  honour,  and  claim  the  sympathy  and  support  of  the 
play-going  public.  "We  believe,  in  most  cases,  that  his 
Majesty  has  not  a  more  valuable  commission  in  his  gift 
than  a  commission  of  bankruptcy .  Mr.  Davidge  found  it 
otherwise  ;  but  he  received  a  far  more  gratifying  reward — 
the  approbation  of  the  commissioner  in  full  court  for  the 
precision  and  accuracy  of  his  accounts,  for  his  unwearied 
industry,  and  strict  integrity.  Let  more  fortunate  bank¬ 
rupts,  who  hold  high  their  heads  (out  of  the  pillory) ,  take 
a  lesson  from  “  the  poor  player  1” 

Mr.  Davidge  is  an  actor  of  very  versatile  powers :  old 
men  are  his  forte  ;  the  bluff,  perriwig-pated  sexegenarians 
of  the  Dowton  school,  rather  than  the  crabbed,  vinegar¬ 
faced  pantaloons  of  Farren,  or  the  Old  Dorntons  and  Sir 
Francis  Gripes  of  Munden.  In  characters  of  rustic  pathos 
he  is  excellent,  such  as  Luke  the  Labourer ,  and  others  of 
that  class ;  and  for  mock  heroic  and  burlesque,  he  has 
shewn  much  comic  capability  in  the  Brummagem  Na¬ 
poleon. 

m*  d- 
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THE 


N  AP  O  L  E  O  N 

OF  HUMBLE  LIFE  ! 


FIRST  DIVISION. 

Siege  of  Norwood  Common,  1803,  (month  forgotten.) 

Dramatis  Personae. 

Gypsey  Jack,  Prize  Fighter,  &c.  aged  twenty. tour. 

Rob  Pierce,  Chief  of  the  Norwood  Gypsies. 

Joyce  Cooper,  another  Chief. 

Panuel,  Gypsey  Moie  Catcher. 

Mr.  Bourke,  Churchwarden  of  Norwood. 

Mr.  Shaw,  Overseer  of  Norwood. 

Ruthven  and  Brown,  Gypsey  Tinkers. 

Robinson  and  Fisher,  Gypsey  Poachers. 

Margaret,  Fortune  Teller,  and  Cook  to  the  Norwood  Gypsies. 
Introductory  sketch  of  Jack’s  early  life,  previous  to 
the  period  chosen  for  the  first  division  of  the  drama. 

Jack,  born  on  Black  heath  in  1773,  was  brought  up  at  Sydenham, 
which  he  left  for  the  Fives  Court,  under  Big  Ben,  in  1787  shortly 
afterwards  he  assisted  in  the  demolition  of  the  Norwood  Stocks;  and 
on  the  enclosure  of  the  Common,  by  the  Overseers,  was  admitted 
one  of  the  opposing  gang  :  at  this  period,  the  spectacle  commences. 


SCENE. —  Gypsey  Encampment  before  Norwood  Common. 
The  Common,  inclosed,  in  the  back- ground  ; — a  board  on 
one  side,  on  which  is  written  “  Rubbish  may  be  shot  here  !” 
Ruthven,  Brown,  Robinson,  Fisher,  and  other  Gyp¬ 
sies,  male  and  female,  discovered. 

CHORUS.— Omnes. 


Air. — “  The  Chough  and  Crow.” 

The  rooks  and  erows  no  more  can  rest 
On  Norwood’s  Common,  free — 

By  parish  overseers  opprest, 

Who  have  no  charity  ; 
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NAPOLEON  OF  HUMBLE  LIFE. 


[DIV.  I. 


Inclosed  is  now  the  gypsies’  ken, 

Of  Norwood’s  lords  the  prey  ! 
ITprouse  ye  then,  ye  merry,  merry  men, 
Let’s  drive  the  rogues  away,  &c. 


Rob  Aye,  aye,  it’s  all  very  well  talking  ot  driving 
the  rogues  away,  friends,  but  how  is  it  to  be  done?— the 
Overseers  and  Churchwardens  of  Norwood  have,  as  you 
all  know,  enclosed  the  common  on  which  we  so  long 
lived  in  freedom,  without  paying  rent  and  taxes,  and 
how  we’re  to  get  it  back  again,  is  more  than  lean  tell. 
Ruth.  While  Joyce  Cooper  is  our  leader  we  shan  i, 

that’s  very  clear ! 

Rob.  There  is  but  one  man  can  do  it ! — 

Ruth.  And  that  one  is - 


Enter  Margaret  from  Tent,  L. 


Mar.  Young  Jack!  .  .  , 

Omnes.  Margaret  '.—Margaret !  welcome  girl,  wel¬ 
come  ! — a  dram — a  dram ! 

Ruth.  Aye— you  know  you’re  keeper  of  the  stores. 

Margaret  serves  gypsies  with  a  dram • 
Mar.  Yes,  friends,  it  is  to  Jack  alone  we  can  look  for 
help!  born  at  Blackheath,  like  myself,  I  have  watched 
him  from  infancy— brought  up  under  Big  Ben,  has  he  not 
already  won  unnumbered  battles  ? — did  he  not  glorious¬ 
ly  assist  in  the  demolition  of  the  Norwood  stocks?  whose 
arm  overthrew  the  whipping  post  ?— the  gypsies’  terror  . 

Ruth.  Why  young  Jack’s,  to  be  sure — they  say  he  as¬ 
pires  to  the  championship  !  . 

Mar.  The  championship  ! — his  is  a  more  glorious  des¬ 
tiny  !— whenever  I  have  told  his  fortune  but  he  comes 

Shout  without.— Enter  Jack,  Joyce  Cooper,  Panuel, 

&C.,  L. 


Cooper.  What  answer  from  the  Norwood  Parish 

Officers  ?  . 

Rob.  They  have  appointed  us  a  meeting  here  . 

Jack.  How  my  soul  loathes  these  parleys,  why  not 
to  action  ?  [aside. 

Ruth.  The  overseers  and  constables  advance  . 

Jack.  Stand  close,  lest  there  be  treachery  let  each 
man  grasp  his  cudgel. 

Enter  Messrs.  Bourke  and  Shaw,  Overseers  of  Norwood, 
with  Constables,  r. 

Bourke.  Now,  gypsies — vagrants — what  is  it  you’d 
have? 
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Jack.  Our  rights  ! — let  the  common  be  thrown  open 
us  before,  our  donkies  have  free  pasturage, — or  else - 

Cooper .  Peace,  Jack  !  we  crave  our  ancient  liberty  of 
sojourn  here,  the  leave  to  live  upon  the  common  !  for 
which  we  guarantee  the  safety  of  all  poultry,  pigs, 
stm  ts,  stockings,  sticks,  belonging  to  the  parish. 

Bourke.  Insolent  dogs! — learn  this:  the  parish  officers 
have  met  in  council — churchwardens,  beadles,  all!  and 
have  resolved,  unless  you  strike  your  tents,  give  up 
your  claims,  and  pack  within  an  hour,  to  clap  you  all, 
man,  woman,  child,  safe  in  the  parish  cage! 

Jack.  Ha!  dost  thou  live  and  say  so?  revenge' 
friends. 

Cooper.  Peace!  we  will  consider  of  it. 

Shaw.  Mind,  within  an  hour — come,  for  the  vestry,  con¬ 
stables!  [Exeunt  Bourke,  Shaiu,  Constables  1$  Beadles,  R . 

Cooper.  The  parish  cage  !  my  voice  is  for  retreat ! 

Jack.  Cowardly  slave  !  [aside.)  how  had  I  gloried  to 
have  floored  that  beadle,  tripped  up  those  overseers,  why 
not  besiege  the  common,  take  it  by  storm  at  once— we’ve 
force  enough  ! 

Cooper.  But  then  the  magistrates!  nay,  nay,  we’ll 
in  and  counsel !  come,  friends. 

[Exeunt  Cooper,  Ruthven,  Robinson,  Brown,  Margaret , 
8$c.  into  tent,  i. 

Jack.  Retreat  and  leave  them  masters  of  the  field,  no, 
no  ! — but  how? 

Fisher ,  How  ? — what  says  yonder  board  ? 

Jack.  Ha!  [read.?.]  “  rubbish  may  be  shot  here/’ — the 
overseers  a.r &  there  !  good,  good,  I  like  this  fellow,  there’s 
somestuffin  him.  [aside.)— - Your  name? 

Fisher.  Fisher  ! 

Jack.  Your  birth-place  and  profession  ? 

Fisher.  Saffron  hill:  a  costermonger  ! 

Jack.  I  shall  remember  say,  will  you  bemy  friend 
— assist  me — second  me? 

Fisher.  I  will. 

Jack.  Your  hand— now  leave  me  !  [Exit  Fisher,  l. 
Could  I  regain  possession  of  the  common,  I  might  be¬ 
come  the  captain  of  the  gang.  What  is  my  destiny — 
the  championship  !  it  is  worth  fighting  for  ;  is  there  no 
higher  station  ?  No,  no,  I  must  not  hope!  yet — psha,  let 
me  lay  my  plans  !  [Music.— Sits  down  drawing  plans. 


14 


NAPOLEON  OF  HUMBLE  LIFE. 


[DIV.  I. 


Inclosed  is  now  the  gypsies’  ken, 

Of  Norwood’s  lords  the  prey  ! 

Uprouse  ye  then,  ye  merry,  merry  men, 

Let’s  drive  the  rogues  away,  See. 

Rob  Aye,  aye,  it’s  all  very  well  talking  of  driving 
the  rogues  away,  friends,  but  how  is  tt  to  be  done  .—the 
Overseers  and  Churchwardens  of  Norwood  have,  as  you 
all  know,  enclosed  the  common  on  which  we  so  long 
lived  in  freedom,  without  paying  rent  and  taxes,  and 
how  we’re  to  get  it  back  again,  is  more  than  I  can  tell. 

Ruth.  While  Joyce  Cooper  is  our  leader  we  shan  , 
that’s  very  clear ! 

Rob.  There  is  but  one  man  can  do  it ! — 

Ruth.  And  that  one  is - 

Enter  Margaret  from  Tent,  L. 


Mar.  Young  Jack!  . 

Omnes.  Margaret  '.—Margaret !  welcome  girl,  wel¬ 
come  ! — a  dram — a  dram ! 

'  Ruth.  Aye— you  know  you’re  keeper  of  the  stores. 

[Margaret  serves  gypsies  with  a  dram . 
Mar  Yes,  friends,  it  is  to  Jack  alone  we  can  look  for 
help!  born  at  Blackheath,  like  myself,  1  have  watched 
him  from  infancy— brought  up  under  Big  Ben,  has  hen 
already  won  unnumbered  battles  ?— did  he  not  glonous- 
ly assist  in  the  demolition  of  the  Norwood  stocks, .  whose 
arm  overthrew  the  whipping  post?— the  gypsies  terror  . 

Ruth.  Why  young  Jack’s,  to  be  sure— they  say  he  as¬ 
pires  to  the  championship  !  _  ,  .  , 

Ma<r  The  championship  ! — his  is  a  more  glorious  des¬ 
tiny  !— Iwhenever  I  have  told  his  fortune— but  he  comes— 

Shout  without. — Enter  Jack,  Joyce  Cooper,  Panuel, 

&c.,  L. 


Cooper.  What  answer  from  the  Norwood  Parish 

Officers  ?  . 

Rob  They  have  appointed  us  a  meeting  here  . 

Jack.  How  my  soul  loathes  these  parleys,  why  not 

to  action  ?  ^ asi  e‘ 

Ruth.  The  overseers  and  constables  advance  ! 

Jack.  Stand  close,  lest  there  be  treachery  let  each 
man  grasp  his  cudgel. 

Enter  Messrs.  Bourke  and  Shaw,  Overseers  of  Norwood, 
with  Constables,  r. 

Bourke.  Now,  gypsies — vagrants — what  is  it  you’d 
have? 
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Jack.  Our  rights  ! — let  the  common  be  thrown  open 

us  before,,  our  donkies  huve  free  pasturage, — or  else - 

Cooper.  Peace,  Jack  !  we  crave  our  ancient  liberty  of 
sojourn  here,  t lie  leave  to  live  upon  the  common  !  for 
which  we  guarantee  the  safety  of  all  poultry,  pigs, 
shirts,  stockings,  sticks,  belonging  to  the  parish. 

Bourke.  Insolent  dogs  !— learn  this:  the  parish  officers 
have  met  in  council — churchwardens,  beadles,  all !  and 
have  resolved,  unless  you  strike  your  tents,  give  up 
your  claims,  and  pack  within  an  hour,  to  clap  you  all, 
man,  woman,  child,  safe  in  the  parish  cage! 

Jack.  Ha!  dost  thou  live  and  say  so?  revenge! 
friends. 

Cooper.  Peace  !  we  will  consider  of  it. 

Shaw.  Mind,  within  an  hour — come,  for  the  vestry,  con¬ 
stables!  [Exeunt  Bourke,  Shaiu,  Constables  %  Beadles,  K. 

C ooper.  The  parish  cage  !  my  voice  is  for  retreat ! 

Jack.  Cowardly  slave  !  [aside.]  how  had  I  gloried  to 
have  floored  that  beadle,  tripped  up  those  overseers,  why 
not  besiege  the  common,  take  it  by  storm  at  once— we’ve 
force  enough  ! 

Cooper.  But  then  the  magistrates!  nay,  nay,  we’ll 
in  and  counsel !  come,  friends. 

[Exeunt  Cooper,  Ruthven,  Robinson,  Brown,  Margaret, 
8$c.  into  tent,  l. 

Jack.  Retreat  and  leave  them  masters  of  the  field,  no, 
no  !—  but  how  ? 

Fisher.  How  ? — what  says  yonder  board  ? 

Jack.  Ha!  [rends.]  “  rubbish  may  be  shot  here/’ — the 
overseers  are  there  f  good,  good,  I  like  this  fellow,  there’s 
somestuffin  him.  [cm'rfe.]— Your  name? 

Fisher.  Fisher  ! 

Jack.  Your  birth-place  and  profession  ? 

Fisher.  Saffron  hill :  a  costermonger  ! 

Jack.  I  shall  remember  say,  will  you  be  my  friend 
— assist  me — second  me? 

Fisher.  I  will. 

Jack.  Your  hand— now  leave  me  !  [Exit  Fisher,  l. 
Could  I  regain  possession  of  the  common,  I  might  be¬ 
come  the  captain  of  the  gang.  What  is  my  destiny — 
the  championship  !  it  is  worth  fighting  for  ;  is  there  no 
higher  station ?  No,  no,  I  must  not  hope!  yet — psha,  let 
me  iay  my  plans  !  [  Music. Sits  down  drawing  plans. 
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Enter  Margaret,  l. 

rehe  is— how  my  heart  glories  in  him ;  I 


Mar.  Hush  !  they  return  from  council . 

Music.— Re-enter  Cooper,  Robinson,  Ruthven, 
Brown,  Fisher,  Panuel,  &c.,  l. 

Cooper.  We  have  resolved  upon  retreat ! 

Jack.  Retreat  !  without  a  struggle  ?  never 
Cooper.  Do  you  rebel  against  your  leader  ? 

Jack.  Aye !  wdien  he  thus  forgets  his  duty,  what 
wonder  I  should  not  remember  mine! 

Cooper.  Seize  him! 

Enter  Rob  Pierce,  with  large  telescope,  l.  omnes  bow. 

Pierce.  Hold!  . 

Cooper.  The  father  of  our  tribe— our  chief,  Rob  Pierce! 
Pierce.  That  youth  is  right:  we  must  contest  this 
point.  Cooper,  we  do  remove  thee  now  to  Croydon. 
Jack,  you’re  appointed  leader  in  his  stead  ! 

Jack.  Ha!  then  my  dream  is  out !  Come,  to  the  at¬ 
tack!  they  have  entrenched  themselves  upon  the  com¬ 
mon  ;  well,  we  must  drive  them  from  it.  Collect  your 
ammunition,  friends  :  Fisher,  be  you  their  foreman  . 
[Ruthven,  Robinson,  Margaret,  and  Gypsies  exeunt,  R. 
Pierce.  We  leave  you  to  your  preparations,  Jack! 
Cooper,  this  way.  [Exit  Pierce  and  Cooper ,  l  . 

Jack,  [reconnoitering  through  glass. ]  Yes,  ’tis  a  beauti¬ 
ful  position,  we  can  attack  them  safely  here  ! 

Re-enter  Robinson,  Ruthven,  Margaret,  §c.  $c.  with 
barrows  of  turnips,  8$c.  for  the  attack. 

Jack.  Ha  !  they  observe  us,  they  are  preparing  to  re- 
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cei  ve  us ;  let  us  take  some  refreshment ;  Margaret,  a  dram 
then  for  the  onset, — turnips!  stones!  potatoes! 

[ Margaret  serves  out  liquor. 

Pan.  Take  a  leg  of  a  barn  door  capon,  leader,  he  was 
crow  ing  this  morning.  [  They  sit  down  to  eat,  a  stone  is 
thrown,  and  knocks  down  a  part  of  the  wall,  a  cloud  of 
dust  rises .]  Hum  !  we  wanted  some  pepper  ! 

Jack.  Ha  !  your  name  ? 

Pan.  Panuel! 

Jack.  I’ll  not  forget  it ! — now  for  the  attack. 

[Gypsies  bombard  the  common  with  stones,  turnips,  fyc. 
Overseers,  Constables,  and  Beadles  appear  ;  after  a 
desperate  combat,  they  are  beaten  back, — the  enclosure 
is  throivn  down. 

We  are  victorious  ! — the  common  is  thrown  open! — the 
parish  are  defeated,  boys  !  hurrah  ! 

[ Gypsies  cheer,  8$c. — Brown's  devotion  throughout  is 
very  strongly  marked,  and  his  hur-ra-ra-ha  !  is  much 
longer  and  louder  than  that  of  his  companions,  and 
is  accompanied,  at  its  termination,  by  a  military  salute 
with  a  long  pole,  at  the  end  of  ichich  is  suspended  a 
fowl. 

CHORUS. — Omnes. 


Air. — “  Opening  Chorus,  Per  Freiscliutz .” 


Huzza  !  boys,  let  Norwood  hail  Jack  as  a  wonder, 

His  cudgel  has  made  the  churchwardens  knock  under  ! 

No  one  can  whack, 

The  Gypsey  Jack ' 

Huzza,  boys!  huzza,  boys  '  huzza 

[Exeunt  omnes  in  triumphal  procession,  a.  s.  E.  Juck 
being  carried  on  the  shoulders  of  Brown,  Fisher,  ftc. 

END  OF  THE  FIRST  DIVISION. 
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SECOND  DIVISION. 

Passage  of  Highgate  Hill.  June,  1810,  ( before  the  Tunnel 

was  made.J 

Dramatis  Persona \ 

Gypsey  Jack,  First  Leader  and  Generalissimo  of  the  Finchley 
Expedition,  31  years  old. 

Joyce  Cooper,  afterwards  transported. 

Rob  Pierce,  afterwards  transported. 

Fisher,  Second  to  Jack. 

Panuel,  Bottle-holder  to  Jack. 

Ruthven,  Poacher. 

Robinson,  Tinker. 

Tomkins,  Chief  Fiddler  to  the  Crew. 

Rusty,  the  Rum  Duke. 

Swearall,  Landlord  of  the  Korns. 

Margaret,  Wife  of  Robinson. 

Mrs.  Swearall,  Landlady  of  the  Horns. 

Jack's  career  between  the  First  and  Second  Division. — Jack  made, 
for  his  services  at  Norwood,  Chief  of  the  Gang  and  Generalissimo  of 
the  Finchley  expedition,  after  having  fought  several  battles  with 
West  Country  Dick,  Jemmy  from  Town,  &c.  &.c.  besides  various 
exploits  against  several  Egyptians ,  begins  his  Second  Campaign  by 
his  celebrated  Passage  of  Highgate  Hill. 


SCENE  I. — The  Horns ’  Tap,  and  extremely  distant  view 

of  the  Hill. 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Swearall,  Landlord  and  Landlady 
of  the  Horns,  from  house ,  L. 

Mr.  S.  I  tell  you,  wife,  it’s  no  use  your  giving-  me  the 
horns,  we  shall  have  nobody  come  to  be  sworn  here  to-day. 

Mrs.  S.  You  know  nothing  at  all  about  it,  husband; 
there’s  no  other  passage  to  Finchley  and  Barnet  but  over 
Highgate  Hill,  therefore  I  insist  on  your  having  the 
horns ;  1  shan’t  neglect  my  business,  if  you  do.  See, 
here’s  two  passengers  coming  here  already,  l  dare  say 
they’ll  both  be  sworn  ;  let  us  go  in  and  prepare. 

Mr.  S.  Hum! — needs  must,  when — oh,  lord! 

[Exit  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Swearall  into  house,  L. 

Enter  Robinson,  and  Ruthven  with  a  tinker’ s  kit,  l. 

Rob.  Our  new  leader  is  a  stirring  one,  ’faith  ;  a  march 
to  Finchley  fixed  upon,  to  seize  on  the  head  quarters  of  our 
northern  brethren — our  troop  all  in  full  progress. 

Ruth.  Aye,  he  employs  us  rarely  ;  I  havn’t.  had  time 
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to  mend  a  kettle  these  three  months  !  But  come,  what 
say  you,  shall  we  wet  our  whistles  ? 

Rob.  Aye,  as  we’ve  got  a  little  a-head  of  the  troop, 
we  shall  have  time,  so  in  with  you  1 

\_Exit  Robinson  and  Ruthven  into  tap. 

March. — Enter  Jack,  leading  on  Cooper,  Pierce,  Brown, 
Fisher,  Margaret,  &c.,  l. 

Jack.  Our  baggage,  halt  adown  the  valley  !  now, 
gentlemen,  your  decision  ;  our  brethren  of  Finchley  have 
good  quarters,  shall  we  starve  here,  or  make  them  share 
with  us  their  plenty  ? — I  ask  your  counsel ! 

Pan.  [aside.]  He  may  ask  their  counsel — but  he’ll 
follow  his  own,  for  all  that. 

Jack.  While  I’m  refreshing  here — you  can  make  up 
your  minds,  I’ve  made  up  mine. — For  Finchley — and  the 
Gypsey  sovereignty !  [aside. 

[Music. — Jack  enters  Inn,  followed  by  Panuel  and  Fisher, 
door  in  flat,  l. 

Cooper.  Our  new  chief  is  too  rash  ! 

Pierce.  The  enterprize,  indeed,  is  hazardous. 

Cooper.  The  people  all  are  up  in  arms  against  us.  In 
Holloway  the  constables  are  out,  the  magistrates  have 
met  in  Kentish  Town,  and  fixed  the  horse  patrole  in 
Hampstead;  they  call  us  vagrants — plunderers,  and  bar 
our  road  in  every  direction. 

Pierce.  My  counsel  is,  that  we  retire  to  Islington  ; 
the  enterprize  must  be  abandoned  ! 

Cooper.  Agreed — agreed, — the  enterprize  must  be 
abandoned! 

Omnes.  Aye,  aye,  Islington!  Islington! 

Enter  Panuel,  l. 

Pan.  How,  gentlemen  ?■ — when  our  leader  has  resolved 
on  crossing  Highgate  Hill — 

Cooper.  Crossing  Highgate  Hill  !  with  all  our  heavy 
baggage — our  cattle  too,  so  jaded !•— -’tis  impossible! 

Enter  Jack,  followed  by  Panuel,  &c.,  l. — door  in  flat. 

Jack.  We  will  set  forth  immediately:  my  charger, 
Panuel  !  [Panuel  brings  forward  Donkey .]  Could  we 
procure  some  guide ! 

b  2 
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Enter  ROBINSON  and  RUTHVEN,  with  Swearall,  from 

Jnn . 


Rob.  Here’s  the  landlord,  captain  ! 

Swear.  Eh!  lord  bless  me  !  won’t  my  wife  do  as  well, 
o-entlemen?  grey  mare’s  the  better  horse  in  my  family,  I 
can  assure  you  ;  besides,  I  must  stay  at  home  to  take  care 
of  the  Horns. 

Jack.  You  will  do  capitally — gentlemen,  we’ll  sup 
to-night  at  Finchley  ;  now  then  for  Highgate  Hill. 

Swear.  Oh  lord  ! 

Omnes.  Hurrah  for  Highgate  Hill  ! 

[ Exeunt  Omnes,  R. 


SCENE  II.— Highgate  Hill . 

Enter  Margaret,  l. 

Mar.  I’ve  stolen  on  before  them.  Chief  of  the  tribe 
— first  captain  of  the  gang — so  far  I  have  prognostica¬ 
ted  rightly;  there’s  but  one  step  beyond — to  that  his 
daring  spirit  soon  will  lead  him!  —  How  my  heart  glories 
in  my  townsman!  I’ve  married  Robinson,  that  I  might 
follow  him,  and  see  and  share  his  triumph.  Ha!  the 
hero  comes  ! 

Enter  Swearall,  conducting  Jack,  l. 

Swear.  Take  care  !  take  care,  captain  ! — mind  you 
don’t  fall — this  is  a  very  ugly  hill ;  follow  my  example. 

[falls. 

Jack.  Once  crossed — and  Finchley,  plenty,  power,  are 
all  before  me  ! — ha  !  Margaret ! 

Mar.  Said  1  not  right,  captain — chief  of  the  tribe, 
their  leader — their  lawgiver!  but  more  remains  behind  ! 

Jack.  Why,  aye,  without  there,  bid  the  troop  ad¬ 
vance! 

Enter  Robinson,  Ruthven,  Cooper,  Pierce,  Brown, 
Fisher,  Panuel,  male  and  female  Gypsies,  with  chil¬ 
dren,  donkeys,  baggage,  <$fc.  <S,c.  they  all  appear  ex¬ 
hausted  with  fatigue. 

Courage,  friends  ! — courage  !  we  shall  triumph  yet ! 

Rob.  A  breather,  faith!  and  not  half  up  it  yet! 

Ruth.  Desperate  enterprize!  [aside, 

Rob.  Yes,  but  he’ll  achieve  it!  [aside. 
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coe^rferthCerfftai"!  ““  pe°p'e  Wnt  1  th^  pro- 
Brown.  What  a  precious  shower ! 

Pierce™' “  MeiV  tattered  umbrellas . 

j-ierce.  We  must  retrace  our  steps  ! 

^GpowereTd~fnrlXCVSlVe^atlgUe,~~nUmberS  sink  over~ 

with  determination.  ^  blended 

strike  up  ^Drops  of  BrandyT’’-'  ''aVe  it~Tomkins- 

Gypsies  all  shout.  P  J  brandlJ> 

Jack.  Hurrah,  for  Finchley!  march,  my  charger,  Pa- 

{PZrtrk%V\lhe,Chareer- Mounts  hi, 

the  °roJ»aidniyJ-a  °'Jpuy  advances  from 

derfofthet^  “  lttUmd  <*“*  •»  the  shout - 

Omnes.  Finchley  ! — hurrah  ! 


CHORUS. — Omnes. 


Air. — < 


Drops  of  Brandy .*» 


On,  Gypsies,  on— stop  tor  no  man, 

Twi*  ?i£h?3te’  ’tis  FinchJey  invitesyou, 

Think  of  the  joys  of  the  common  3 

Of  the  gin  and  the  beer  that  delights™,,  ! 

The  linen  that’s  left  on  each  hedge, 

You  will  not  sing,  boys,  in  a  wrong  key  - 
The  poultry  from  barn  doors  we  cadge 
Or.  and  sing,  boys,  while  striking  your  donkey  . 

Rump  ti  iddity,  &c 

{Jack  ascends  hill.-Troop  all  follow  his  example  form ' 

ng  various  ptcturesgue  groupe,  .  as  th  pro'tZT 

wards  the  summit,  scene  closes  amidst  cheers.  -S 


END  OF  DIVISION  II. 
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THIRD  DIVISION. 

The  Beggar's  Bush  :  Finchley,  1818. 

Dramatis  Persona. 

Jack,  King  of  the  Gipsies,  and  Master  of  the  Beggars,  now 
Forty  years  old. 

Robinson. 

Fisher,  Lord  High  Treasurer. 

Ruthven,  Chamberlain  of  the  Household. 

Panuel,  Aid-de-Camp  in  Waiting. 

Brown,  Gypsey  Leader. 

Baggs,  Finchley  Envoy  from  the  King  of  the  Beggars. 

Strapps,  Harman,  Carew,  Members  of  the  TAG-RAG  BAND. 

Rusty,  Rum  Duke,  &c. 

Cinder  Sal. 

Events  'previous  to  the  Third  Division  of  the  Spectacle.  Jack,  crown* 
ed  King  of  the  Gypsies  at  South  Mimms,  after  the  Passage  of  High- 
gate  Hill,  having  gained  the  Championship  from  the  Old  Ruffian, 
makes  an  excursion  on  the  Finchley  Beggars,  and  ravages  Hendon, 
Barnet,  and  all  tiie  adjacent  villages,  of  their  poultry,  stray  linen, 
&c.  The  incidents  of  this  period,  have  been  chosen  for  the  Third 
Div  ision. 


SCENE  I. —  Smoking  Parlour  of  the  Beggars'  Bush  Public 
House ,  the  ancient  residence  of  the  Beggar  Kings. 

Enter  Strapps,  Harman,  and  Carew,  Members  of  the 

Tag-rag  Band,*  or  Beggars'  Club,  R.  s.  E.  Strapps  ioi(h 

crutch ,  Harman  with  long  poker. 

Strapps.  Never  tell  me,  has  not  this  daring  Gypsey — 
this  all  powerful  Jack,  assumed  his  nation’s  sovereignty, 
and  does  he  not  now  war  on  us ;  would  he  not  have  us 
subject  to  him.  Pll  have  revenge!  yes!  we  must  break 
his  head  ' 

Har.  Agreed!  agreed  ! 

Strapps.  You  know  he  has  effected  his  entrance  into 
Finchley  with  his  troop,  and  made  this  his  head  quarters, 
the  ancient  palace  of  the  Beggar  Kings.  He  is  now  in 
the  bar  with  all  his  officers.  Shall  we.  that  have  so  long 
levied  contributions  on  the  public,  be  thrust  out  by  a 
gipsey  V  No,  no  !  we  will  draw  lots,  who  shall  crack  his 
crown — break  his  head  ! 

Har.  Aye,  aye,  I’ll  write  our  names  down,  and 
which  e’er  is  drawn,  he  shall  achieve  the  task  ! 

Strupvs.  [with  enthusiasm.]  Oh!  should  it  be  my  lot, 
I  have  a  trusty  crutch  !  — 

*  Query,  Teyen-hund . 

Printer’s  Devil. 
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Har.  Here  are  the  names !  draw  one,  Carew. 

Carew.  [draws.]  I  have  ! 

Har.  Read  it  ! 

Carew.  I  can’t  ! 

Strapps.  Give  me  the  scroll,  ha,  what  do  I,  see  !  “Fre¬ 
deric  Strapps  !”  I  thank  thee,  luck.  I  shall  avenge  the 
wrongs  of  my  fraternity.  There’s  not  a  rag  of  me  but 
shakes  with  ecstacy  at  thought  of  it  ;  our  daily  walks  so 
rich  in  pence  and  half-pence,  that  he  would  now  despoil 
us  of,  shall  be  preserved  to  us;  mendicity  again  shall 
rear  its  head.  My  trusty  crutch  shall  lay  the  tyrant 
prostrate:  but,  should  I  fail,  friends,  should  I  fall, 
[drops  his  crutch  on  Harman's  foot,  who  bawls  lustily .] 
you’ll  bear  this  handkerchief  to  Cinder  Sal. 

Har.  [recovering  himself  .J  We  will — we  will. 

[Takes  ragged  handkerchief,  and  folds  it  carefully  on  his 
knee,  and  with  mock  pathos  consigns  it  to  his  pocket, 
first  putting  it  in  paper. 

Strapps.  And  you’ll  revenge  my  fate  ! 

Har.  8$  Carew.  We  swear  ! 

Strapps.  He  comes!  let  us  withdraw  and  watch: 
grant  but  the  opportunity,  just  fate,  and  Beggary’s 
revenged.  [they  retiie. 

Enter  Jack,  followed  by  Fisher,  first  Lord  in  waiting, 

Panuel,  Aid-de-Camp ,  Robinson,  Ruthven,  Brown, 

and  Gypsey  attendants,  L. 

Jack.  So,  gentlemen,  here  we  are,  once  more  in 
our  good  town  of  Finchley,  and  palace  of  the  Beggars’ 
Bush.  What  say  our  scouts  about  supplies  ? 

Fisher.  Their  reports,  sire,  are  most  satisfactory. — 
There’s  plenty  of  good  poultry  on  the  commons,  and 
much  stray  linen  on  the  hedges. 

Jack.  My  troops  must  be  supplied  ;  they’ll  call  me 
plunderer — no  matter,  I’m  a 'king  ! 

Pan.  The  envoy  from  his  majesty  the  Beggar  mo¬ 
narch  is  without,  sire! 

Jack.  Let  him  wait — bring  us  some  porter  and  a  pipe, 
Lord  Treasurer!  and  see  you  pay  for  them  ; — T’U  have 
no  scores  run  up!  [Exit  Fisher,  l.  s.  e.]  The  Gypsey 
King  must  keep  his  dignity. 

Re-enter  Fisher,  l.  with pipe  and  ot ; — Jack  menu  the 

pot  with  a  scrutinizing  eye,  and  by  his  manner  seems  to 
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imply  that  an  infringement  has  taken  place  in  its  mea¬ 
sure — which  Fisher  with  respect  and  honour  denies. 

Jack.  So!  ’tis  well !  I’ll  drink  to  the  prosperity  of 
Norwood.  [ Omnes  hurrah .]  What’s  this,  short-cut  ? 
hum!  let  the  envoy  in,  I’ll  soon  dispatch  his  business. 
[ Fisher  introduces  Baggs ,  Envoy  from  the  King  of  the 
Beggars .]  Advance,  Lord  High  Ambassador now, 
what  says  my  brother,  sir  ? 

Baggs.  He  would  make  peace,  your  majesty. 

Jack.  Let  him  pay  down  five  shillings,  own  my  sway, 
and  join  with  me  to  overpower  the  constables — and  I 
withdraw  my  troops  from  Finchley  ! 

Baggs.  Pay  down  five  shillings,  sire!  Alas!  we 
have  it  not  in  our  exchequer! 

Jack.  Indeed!  First  Lord  attendant,  show  the  envoy  out. 
Baggs.  I  am  instructed,  sire,  to  yield  to  any  terms 
for  peace,  short  of  the  ruin  of  the  Beggar  kingdom  ;  but, 
sixty  pence — five  shillings — 

Jack.  The  war,  sir,  must  be  paid  for — you’ll  beg  it 
in  a  hour!  reflect  on  what  I’ve  said — Envoy,  good  day- 
[Jack  breaks  pipe  that  he  has  received  from  Fisher  on 
Bctggs's  head,  who  exits  indignantly ,  L.J  Gentlemen,  you 
incommode  yourselves. 

Panuel.  Hum  !  that’s  as  much  as  to  say  we  incom¬ 
mode  him.  [ aside — Gypsies  retire— Fisher  waits. 

Jack.  1  must  not  yield  my  point !  but  how  to  accom¬ 
plish  it? — I  have  it  ! — Fisher, follow  that  envoy — he  must 
be  detained — I  will  review  my  troops  before  him — they’re 
in  theskittle-ground — itwill  have  fulleffect — the  Beggar 
King  must  pay.  [Music.— Exeunt  Jack  and  Fisher ,  L. 

Re-enter  Strapps,  Harman,  and  Carew,  stealing  on  r. 

Strapps.  Review  his  troops — the  skittle-ground— a 
glorious  opportunity  !  Oh,  may  I  ne’er  taste  bread  and 
cheese  again,  ne’er  sip  strong  beer,  nor  drink  one  glass  of 
Hodges’,  till  I’ve  o’erthrown  this  tyrant.  Come,  my 
friends!  [Exeunt  Strapps,  Harman,  and  CareWy  L. 

SCENE  II. — Skittle  Ground  in  the  Beggars'  Bush  ;  Gypsey 
troops  discovered  icith  cudgels,  mounted  on  basket  horses. 

Enter  Sac,k  with  Baggs,  attended  by  Panuel,  Fisher,  &c. 
&e.  L.  Gypsey  Troops  go  through  their  evolutions,  com¬ 
prising  a  great  variety  of  mock  cavalry  movements. 

Jack.  I’m  satisfied  !  your  King  is  satisfied  !  you  may 
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dismiss — stay,  friend,  come  here.  [To  Brown,  who  ad¬ 
vances  curvetting  from  ranks,  l.]  Your  name  ? 

Brown.  Brown. 

Jack.  You  fought  with  me  at  Norwood  ? 

Broion.  Aye,  and  crossed  Highgate  Hill  with  you  ! 

Jack.  Name  your  reward  1 

Brown.  Why,  if  it  makes  no  difference  to  you,  sire, 
a  tobacco  pouch. 

Jack.  ’Tis  yours. 

Brown.  This  is  what  I  wanted — thank  you,  thank 
you.  [Ames  tobacco  box  and  canters  back  to  ranks . 

Jack.  You  may  dismiss!  [Gypsey  Troops  retired]  Now, 
envoy,  speak,  what  think  you  of  my  troops? 

Baggs.  They  would  beat  ours  by  chalks,  though  ours 
are  good  ones. 

Jack,  [em'ete.]  It  works. — Lord  Treasurer,  go  in  and 
treat  the  envoy — ply  him  with  drink, — a  quartern  of  the 
strongest !  [Exit  Fisher  with  Baggs,  l. 

Enter  Strapps  stealthily,  with  crutch,  l. —  and  is  ad¬ 
vancing  towards  Jack,  ivhen  he  is  stopped  by  Fisher. 

Fisher.  You  cannot  pass  ! 

Strapps.  I  must  speak  to  the  King  ! 

Fisher.  What  is  your  business  ? 

Strapps.  This ! 

[.Raises  crutch  and  attempts  to  strike  Jack'— Fisher 
seizes  him  by  the  tail  of  his  coat,  it  comes  of—Panuel 
stops  the  uplifted  crutch  and  prevents  the  blow. 

Pan.  Villain!  without  there!  [Gypseys  rush  in. 

Omnes.  Ha  !  the  King  in  danger. 

Jack.  What  is  all  this  ?  no  noise — no  noise  ; — I  see, 
you’ve  been  attempting  to  destroy  me,  friend  ! 

Strapps.  You’ve  ruined  beggary, — I  would  have  re¬ 
venge  ! 

[Jack  eyes  Strapps,  and,  after  a  pause .  takes  him  gently 
by  the  collar  and  kicks  him  on  the  breech. 

Jack.  You’re  wrong!  to  strike  a  man  off  his  guard 
is  the  act  of  a  coward — shake  hands;  promise  to  be  my 
friend— and  you  may  go. 

Strapps.  Confound  me  if  I  do;  I’ll  have  another  rap 
at  you — or  die  ! 

Jack.  Infatuated  beggar  !  Fisher,  give  him  five  mi¬ 
nutes  to  prepare  himself:  then  duck  him. 

[Exit  Jack  and  Suite,  L. 
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Fisher.  There  is  a  horse-pond  handy,  a  pretty  scrape 
you’ve  got  in,  friend  ! 

Strapps.  I  shall  have  kept  my  oath, — the  horse-pond  ! 
Could  I  but  see  Sal,  give  her  but  one  embrace  before  it  ; 
— ha  !  she  comes  ! 

Enter  Cinder  Sal,  r. 

Sal.  What  do  I  hear!  doom’d  to  be  duck’d,  my  dear, 
dear  Strapps  ? 

Strapps.  Sal !  my  beloved  Sal  ! 

Fisher.  Your  time  is  nearly  out,  friend!  I  don’t  want 
to  be  rude — but  I  must  duck  you,  you  heard  my  orders  ! 
Ha!  King  Jack  returns — and  I  shall  nap  it! 

Re-enter  Jack,  with  Baggs,  Panuel,  and  Gypsies ,  L. 

Jack.  How’s  this — that  scoundrel  in  a  dry  skin  yet; 
he’d  not  had  left  me  in  a  whole  skin,  Fisher,  had  not 
your  care — 

Sal.  Oh,  mercy!  mercy!  sire.  {kneels  to  Jack. 

Jack.  Rise,  madam,  justice  shall  be  done.  Well,  en¬ 
voy — now,  what  say  you  ? 

Baggs.  I  have  tasted  of  your  majesty’s  bounty  at 
the  bar,  excellent  Hodges,  and  seen  your  majesty’s  re¬ 
sources — ’tis  madness  to  oppose  you— I  accede,  sire. 

Jack.  Gypsies,  peace  is  once  more  between  us  and  the 
Beggars — Your  King  will  not  forget  ’tis  through  your 
courage  it  has  been  obtained. — Strapps,  you’re  no  longer 
in  my  power,  so  I  remit  the  horse-pond. — Envoy,  you 
v/ill  see  justice  done  to  him — the  pump  perhaps  may  do. 
— On  towards  London,  gentlemen  ! 

CHORUS. — Omnes. 

Air  .-—“March,  march,  Ettrick  and  Teviotdale.,y 

March,  march,  beggars  and  tinkers, 

Onwards  to  Norwood — obey  your  King’s  orders: 

March,  march,  none  must  be  slinkers, 

Devil  take  constables,  judges,  recorders. 

Many  a  maid  awaits  for  us  to  read  the  Fates, 

We  for  her  silver  will  tell  the  old  story  ; 

Shout  unto  Highgate  Hill  with  the  shouts’  echoes  shrill, 
Shout,  boys,  for  plunder,  the  Gypsies’ best  glory  ! 

March,  march,  &c. 

{Exeunt  Omnes ,  L.  —  marching  in  procession. 

END  OF  DIVISION  III. 
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FOURTH  DIVISION. 

Battle  Bridge,  ( Pentonville ,)  in  the  year  1823. 

Dramatis  Personae. 

Jack,  Forty-five  years  old. 

Panuel  and  Brown,  Gypsey  Leaders. 

Ruthven,  Gypsey  Leader. 

Fisher,  Gypsey  General. 

Kennedy,  Carrier  from  Norwood. 

Rusty,  Rum  Duke,  &c. 

Tomkins,  Fiddler,  follower  of  the  Band. 

Margaret,  Widow  of  Robinson. 

Concise  and  rapid  sketch  of  events  leading  to  the  Fourth  Division . — ■ 
Jack  having  committed  several  depredations  and  engaged  in  a  horse 
stealing  expedition,  is,  by  th  eburning  of  his  tent,  forced  to  retreat; 
— he  is  hotly  pursued  by  the  police,  under  the  command  of  the  Ma¬ 
gistrates,  and  obliged  to  make  a  stand  at  Battle  Bridge.  This  event 
forms  the  Fourth  Division  of  the  Spectacle. 


SCENE. — Part  of  the  Fleet  Ditch  discovered,  bridge,  8$c. 

Margaret's  cottage  on  one  side. 

Enter  Margaret,  from  cottage,  L. 

Mar.  My  Gy  psey  J ack  ! — my  prophecy’s  fulfilled. — He 
has  obtained  the  crown — how  bears  he  now  his  state? 
and  shall  I  ever  see  him  more? — When  last  I  heard  of 
him  he  had  been  conquering  the  Beggars — since  then  he 
has  obtained  the  championship  ;  has  reached  his  height ! 
grant  that  he  may  not  fall !  My  husband,  Robinson, 
untimely  cut  off  in  his  prime  at  the  Old  Bailey,  I  now 
am  left  a  wretched  widow — this  sorry  hut  my  only  home — 
and  he  the  monarch  of  his  people.- — Oh,  what  a  change! 
I’ll  in  and  weep.  [ Exit  into  cottage. 

Enter  Ruthven  end  Brown,  l. 

Ruth.  We  will  wait  for  him— he’ll  not  be  long — here 
we  must  make  our  stand  against  the  enemy — Pursued 
by  the  police — beset  by  Pentonville — we’re  in  a  blessed 
way ! 

Brown.  Our  master,  the  King,  don’t  seem  quite  at  his 
ease  about  it — hush,  he  comes. 

Enter  Jack  and  Attendants,  l. 

Jack.  I  have  gone  on  too  fast — betrayed  by  my  own 
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gang — the  cursed  police,  for  what  they  term  my  depre¬ 
dations,  are  out  in  chase  of  me. -I  have  not  broke  my 

fast  to-day,  nor  tasted  rest.— Could  I  beat  back  the  con¬ 
stables  and  get  to  Norwood,  all  were  secure.— It  must  be 
tried— it  shall— this  is  the  very  spot.— This  hut  must 
serve  for  my  head  quarters  ! — I  must  procure  refresh¬ 
ments  ; — ho  !  within  there  ! 


Enter  Margaret,  l. 

Mar.  His  majesty!— 

Jack.  Margaret!— well,  you  told  me  rightly,  wench. 

Behold  me  king!  Demand  some  boon — though  1  have 
nought  to  give — beset — pursued,— but  let  to-day  pass  o  er 
— no  matter— what  now  say  the  stars  ? 

Mar.  Demand  not,  sire — I  cannot,  dare  not  tell.  Oh, 
if  he  knew — a  prisoner — a  convict; — fatal  ambition!  [aside. 

Jack.  Well,  well,  whate’er  my  fate— ’twill  come 
when  it  will  come.  Hast  thou  some  small  beer,  and  some 
bread  and  cheese  ? 

Mar.  1  have  some  table  ale,  sire,  and  some  mutton. 

Jack.  No  mutton  :  I  will  but  drink  !  [ Margaret  brings 
ale.]  To  all  unfortunate  monarchs!  \ drinks.]  Ha,  Mar¬ 
garet  !  you  little  know  the  evils  of  ambition  '.—Why  was 
I  made  a  king  ? 

PARODY.— Jack. 


Air. — “  Soldier's  Tear." 


On  Primrose  Hill  I  turn’d 
To  take  one  last  fond  look, 

Of  Chalk  Farm  and  the  Load  of  Hay, 

Ere  I  was  brought  to  book. 

I  took  a  sixpence  out, 

And  had  a  pot  of  beer, 

Like  me,  alas  !  no  longer  stout, 

And  shed  a  Gypsey’s  tear- 

Enter  Panuel  l. 

Pan.  Sire!  sire!  the  enemy  gain  on  us!  the  con¬ 
stables  are  close  at  hand,  armed  with  their  staves  ! 

Jack.  Advancing  this  way,  say  you  ? 

Pan.  Even  so,  sir  ! 
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Jack.  [exultingly.]  Then  we’ll  annihilate  them: — see, 
see,  see! — [shews  plan.']  Call  in  my  troops,  Panuel,  lead 
you  them  on. 

Pan.  Thanks,  thanks,  sire!  ho,  advance! 

Enter  Tuoops,  with  cudgels,  S$c. 

Pan.  But  guard  your  precious  person,  sire. 

Jack.  No,  no,  I  am  not  to  be  trapp’d  to-day,  the  con¬ 
stable’s  not  sworn  that  is  to  take  me — they  come  !  oppose 
them,  lads  ! 

Enter  Constables  ; — desperate  combat. — Jack  fights  with 
two  Beadles,  §c.  overthrows  them,  exclaiming  : 

See!  said  I  not  I  was  not  to  be  taken?.  [ Consta¬ 
bles ,  <5,c.  are  beat  off,  Gypsies  following.]  They  fly  !  the 
scoundrels  fly,  we  are  victorious  !  Now  for  bur  hold  at 
Norwood  ! 


Enter  a  Gypsey,  l. 

Gyp.  Dread  sire, — the  hold  at  Norwood  is  surrendered, 
the  magistrates  have  seized  it,  it  is  taken  ! 

Jack.  What !  Norwood  taken  ?  then  indeed  all’s  lost. 

[Music  plays  “  Go  to  the  Devil  and  shake  yourself  J”  in 
a  very  sentimental  manner. — Jack  stands  in  the  centre 
in  a  stupified  attitude.' — Troops  gather  round  him  /— 
Panuel  taps  him  on  shoulder,  and  arouses  him  from 
reverie— he  recovers  himself, — all  march  off  dreadfully 
chopfallen. 


END  OF  DIVISION  IV. 
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FIFTH  DIVISION. 

Surrender  at  Hampstead  Heath,  1824. 

Dramatis  Persona. 

Jack. 

Panuel,  General. 

Fislier,  Brown,  Ruthven,  and  Kennedy,  Gypsey  Leaders  as 
before. 

Rusty,  Rum  Duke,  &c. 

Charles  Ball,  Watchman  from  Mary-le-bone. 

Trap,  Officer  from  Bow  Street. 

Beak,  Commissioner  from  Marlborough  Street. 

Claw,  Commissioner  from  Poultry  Counter. 

The  surprise  of  Jack’s  Hold,  at  Norwood,  ending  in  his  surren¬ 
dering  to  save  his  neck; — he  takes  leave  of  the  gang  at  Hampstead 
Heath,  previous  to  transportation.  This  event  is  pourtrayed  in  liv¬ 
ing  representation. 


SCENE. — Gypsey  Encampment ,  Hampstead  Heath,  near 

the  Three  Spaniards. — Gypsies  discovered  sleeping — 

Brown  keeping  watch. 

Brown.  Well,  we’ve  managed  to  get  safely  here,  but 
how  long  we  shall  be  able  to  stay,  is  another  matter  ;  the 
forces  that  have  been  dispatched  against  us  from  Bow 
Street,  Marlborough  Street,  the  Poultry  Compter — the 
evidence  found  in  our  cave  at  Norwood — forbid  all  hope 
of  our  escape.  Well,  we  must  brave  it  out — but  1  think 
my  comrades  here  have  slept  long  enough,  I  must  rouse 
them  up — it  won’t  do  for  them  to  be  caught  napping. 
Halloa  !  get  up  there,  knaves  ! 

Ruth.  Hey,  what  is  Townsend  come  ? 

Brown.  No,  but  he  may — you  know  he’s  expected, 
so  you  must  hold  yourselves  in  readiness  to  tramp. 

Ruth.  I  wonder  where  we  shall  take  our  bodies  to  next. 

Brown.  That  our  general  only  knows. 

Ruth.  And  where  is  he  ? 

Brown.  Consulting  with  his  staff,  over  some  half  and 
half  at  the  Three  Spaniards.  Stay,  here  comes  Panuel, 
his  aid-de-camp,  now  we  shall  get  our  orders  ! 

Enter  Panuel,  l. 

Pan.  Gentlemen,  I  am  requested  by  his  majesty  to 
inform  you,  that  he  releases  you  from  further  duty  ;  he 
thanks  you  for  your  faithful  services,  but  will  no  longer 
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I'ut  your  necks  in  jeopardy ;  all  that  he  owes,  he’ll  pay  you, 
when  hecan.^  Newgate  is  now  his  destination,  gentlemen. 

Omnes.  Newgate ! 

Pan.  Yes,  he’s  determined  cn  surrendering ;  the  watch¬ 
men  of  the  several  parishes  have  notice,  and  will  attend 
here  to  receive  him  ! 

Brown.  Surrender!  never!  we’ll  knock  the  watch¬ 
men  down ! 

Ruth.  We’ll  fight  for  him  within  an  inch  of  our  lives  ! 

Pan.  ’Tis  useless,  friends  ;  his  majesty’s  determined  ! 
but  you  shall  hear  it  from  himself,  he  comes  ! 

Enter  Jack  with  Fisher,  Cooper,  $c.,  r. —  Watchmen 
and  Policemen  enter,  l. 

Jack.  Gentlemen,  friends,  Gypsies  !  the  star  of  my 
dynasty  has  set,  and  I  submit  to  fate — charged  with  horse¬ 
stealing,  burglary,  and  man-slaughter,  I  have  deter¬ 
mined  on  surrenderi>ng ! 

Brown.  Surrendering,  your  majesty  !  we’ll  not  per¬ 
mit  it ! 

Jack.  Hear  me  !  by  yielding  up  myself,  I  shall  escape 
with  life — get  off  for  transportation,  seven  years. 

Brown.  Oh,  that’s  another  thing  ! 

Ruth.  We’ll  all  go  with  you  ! 

Jack.  No,  no,  wait  your  time, — ’tis  no  use  going  at 
your  own  expense. 

Brovm.  Well,  I  suppose  we  shall  all  have  our  turn. 

Jack,  {to  Watchmen .]  I  am  your  prisoner,  gentle¬ 
men. 

Watch.  Yes,  and  we  don’t  care  how  soon  you  toddles 
off  with  us,  governor. 

Jack.  £  to  Gypsies.']  I  should  have  liked  to  have 
taken  a  glass  with  all  of  you  before  I  went,  gentle¬ 
men,  but  there’s  too  many  of  you — it  would  be  too 
expensive — more  than  my  pockets  or  my  brains  could 
bear. — Farewell,  my  friends — give  me  our  budget. — 
Had  I  confined  myself  to  honest  courses,  I  had  not  come 
to  this  unhappy  fate.— I  go  to  the  Swan  River.  Don’t 
forget  me — let  me  behold  our  loved  standard  once 
again.  \Panuel  brings  on  a  yellow  flag,  on  which  is  a  large 
goose,  Jack  kisses  the  goose  and  ex  claims.]  Oh,  dear,  dear 
goose  !  Now  then,  another  duty,  my  child,  my  boy, 
my  little  Jack! — the  last  of  the  Gypsey  dynasty  !  [ Brown 
presents  a  dirty-nosed  child,  which  Jack,  after  necessary 
preparation,  kisses.]—  Sweet  child!  farewell,  farewell! 
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but  enough  of  this— let  my  fate  be  a  warning,— for  be¬ 
lieve  me,  friends, 

By  high  and  low  it  still  has  been  confess’d 
That  a  contented  station  is  the  best; 

Ambition’s  folly!  shun  its  hollow  call, 

Who  soars  too  high,  is  sure  at  last  to  fall. 


CONCERTED  PIECE. 

Air. — “  Roy's  Wife  of  Aldivalloch 

SOLO.— Jack. 

Though  1  leave  you  now  in  sorrow 
And  in  jail  shall  be  to-morrow, 

You  from  max  can  comfort  borrow, 

Therefore  let  it  not  give  horror, 

CHORUS. — OMNES. 

Gypsey  Jack  of  Norwood  Common, 

Never  was  there  such  a  rum  one 
Born  of  either  man  or  woman, 

Gypsey  Jack  of  Norwood  Common. 

SOLO. — Constable. 

Psha  !  Jack,  vain  is  all  your  sorrow, 

You  in  quod  must  be  to-morrow, 

But  if  money  you  can  borrow, 

We  in  max  will  drown  your  horror. 

CHORUS. — OMNES. 

Gypsey  Jack  of  Norwood  Common,  &c.  & c. 

[ Police  Officers  and  Watchmen  cross  and  relieve  each 
other.  Jack  is  marched  off  in  custody ,  Gypsies  all 
follow  very  t?ielancholily. 


END  OF  DIVISION  V. 
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SIXTH  DIVISION. 

The  Swan  River,  1827. 

Dramatis  Persona. 

Jack,  a  Convict. 

Rob  Pierce  and  Joyce  Cooper,  Convicts. 

Brown. 

Governorof  the  Swan  River. 

Panuel. 

Fisher. 

Jack’sarrival  at  Newgate,  in  1823,  was  followed  by  his  escape  and 
tecapture;  when  government  determined  on  ending  his  career,  by 
sending  him  to  the  Swan  River. 

SCENE.  Valley  of  Wall  Flowers,  landing-place  at  the 
Swan  River. — Sentinel  on  duty. 

Enter  Joyce  Cooper,  and  Rob  Pierce,  Gypsey  Convicts , 

R. 

Cooper.  Rare  luck  our  getting  transferred  from  Van 
Diemen’s  Land  to  the  Swan  River  here,  before  we’d  paid 
off  half  our  seven  pen’north. — I  wonder  how  all  our  old 
friends  at  Norwood  get  on. 

Pierce.  Oh,  very  well,  if  they’re  not  half  hanged— 
depend  upon  that — but  it  isn’t  every  man  that’s  lucky 
enough  to  be  transported. — I  forgot  what  you  were  sent 
on  your  travels  for — 

Cooper.  An  affair  in  the  fence  line.  The  traps  open¬ 
ed  the  lavender  bottle  rather  too  strong,  about  a  bundle 
of  soft,  that  wasnimm’d  from  a  he  rumbler  by  one  of  the 
family,  that  wasn’t  among  the  regulars  ;  that  made  the 
pigs  turn  nose  ;  Mr.  Pullen  was  concerned,  and  I  was 
appointed  abirth  on  board  one  of  Andrew  Millar’s  luggers. 

Pierce.  Ah,  you  should  have  had  Mr.  Palmer, 
to  have  spoke  to  them  for  you,  and  then  Mr.  Nash  might 
have  stepped  in,  and  there  would  have  been  a  regular 
stalling  off.  Is  dirty  Nosy  still  king  of  the  tribe  ? 

Cooper.  I  don’t  know,  but  we  shall  soon  see ;  for 
among  the  last  arrivals  they  talk  of  a  king  of  something 
coming,  but  whether  of  the  Beggars  or  our  people,  1 
know  not:  however,  it’s  some  very  great  man — hush! 
here  the  Governor  comes,  and  some  strangers  with  him  ! 

Enter  Governor  of  Swan  River,  and  Jack,  who  has  con¬ 
siderably  increased  in  corpulency ,  L. 

Gov.  Now,  Mister  Jack. 

Jack.  Ha,  Mister-—  do  they  forget  my  title— no  mat- 


34 


NAPOLEON  OF  HUMBLE  LIFE. 


[DIV.  VI. 


ter,  the  name  of  Jack  needs  not  the  kingly  dignity  tacked 

to  it,  to  make  itself  remembered. 

Cooper.  What !  Gvpsey  Jack!  our  ancient  Pal,  lagged 
at  last,  eh!  lag  last/  What  lay  brought  you  here!  bit 
faking,  or  the  high  toby  gloak,  which  ? 

Jack.  Neither:  1  was  regularly  bon’d  for  Peter-hunt- 
ing— a  travelling  lord’s  portmanteau— cut  through  the 
patent  chain,  and  frisked  it  clean  :  couldn’t  gammon  the 
twelve  I  found  it,  though— they  fixed  me— a  capital  con¬ 
viction— I  can’t  say  that  I  thought  so.  I  was  to  have  been 
twisted,  but  got  off  for  my  wind  ;  it’s  what  we  must  all 

come  to !  _  . 

Gov.  1  see  you  are  among  friends,  Jack,  so  i  11  leave 

you.  Government  have  provided  you  a  house,  and  will 
see  you  have  your  rations, — farewell !  [Exit  Governor. 

Jack.  Oh,  how  I  suffer  !  if  they  would  only  let  me 
have  my  wife  and  young  one  here  !  my  little  Jack  ! 

Cooper.  You  seem  to  grow  rather  fat  on  it  though,  old 
£ICQ  U3.int3.nCG* 

Jack.  Dying  by  inches  !  Eh  !  who  have  we  here  ? 


Enter  Brown,  stealing  on,  L. —  in  sailors  jacket ,  with 
large  whiskers  and  cocked  hat,  a  la  Frangois. 

Brown,  [aside  to  Jack.]  Your  majesty  !  your  ma¬ 
jesty  ! 

Jack.  Ulloa!  what  do  I  see?— can  it  be  possible?— 
Brown  ! 

Brown.  Yes  ;  don’t  you  remember  this  tobacco-pouch? 
— you  gave  it  me  at  Finchley  in  the  days  of  our  glory. 
— Pve  seen  your  son— your  Jack, — nay,  more,  I've  touch¬ 
ed  him, — yes,  pinched  his  ear. 

Jack.  Oh,  joy  !— oh,  joy  !— but  I  unman  myself,— 
don’t  say  you’ve  seen  me  blubber  — lend  me  a  handker¬ 
chief, — I  know  you’ve  always  plenty.  [Brown  produces 
handkerchiefs  “a  la  Filch.”]  Now,  what  brings  you 
here  ? 

Brown.  I  hid  myself  on  board  of  a  Transport  at 
Woolwich— concealed  myself  in  the  hold  along  with  some 
rats — arrived  at  Sidney,  I  managed  to  prig  a  boat,  to 
make  my  way  here ; — the  boat  is  lying  hid  among  the 
rocks — if  we  can  only  get  you  across  the  boundary  line, 
you’re  safe  !  Norwood  will  be  itself  again  ! 

Jack.  But  how  is  that  to  be  done  ? 

Brown.  You  must  gammon  dead.  Hush  !  the  Gover- 


131V.  VI. J  napoleon  of  humble  life.  35 

lnt0  this  chair— -pretend  to  be  very  bad 
J,  ,  .  ^lve  your  last  kick  ; — we’ll  beg  your  bodv 

,  y  night,  you  shall  be  upon  your  voyage  ’ 

J;X;  , heli'1  as  !00d  “  Vso  fakfa^ay,  sire,- 
LVf  «  ,  •  n°  down — we  will  not  jacket; 

th/nlMt  ill  0t  wesha11  be  Slagged -you’ll  spoil 

Kno,w7Se“me-^  chai,'r  i7-°r-Vv  1  suf- 

[  Jack  is  placed  on  bench. 

Enter  Governor,  l. 

Gov.  Ulloa!  what’s  the  matter? 

T°°fer'r>  Ver>  bad’  s*r> — g°t  the  cholera  morbus! 

-tack.  Bring  me  another  donkey !— Good-bye  friends 
am  going!— Oh,  Norwood!  Norwood  !  delightful 

Wes  to  w  H  i  1 P  fe  k  theWoodman— there,  old  Hicks’— 
r  .  Iill .  knock  down  the  police  there _ ffood-byp 

friends  !_0,  how  I  suffer  !- You  may  have  my  loathes- 

to  Enilh0/  mJ'old,hatand  beeches,  and  when  you  get 
^  g  and,  cany  them  to  the  manager  of  one  of  the 
Jiidon  playhouses,  and  get  him  to  engage  them  —you’ll 
n.ake  a  pretty  penny  by  it  j-farewe/aU  J-J’m’going- 
}es,  I  m  going-— oh  !— _ -  5 

ha?e0DonS°dinfSF!~Why  h*’s  ^I-poor  fellow  !  couldn’t 
Bailey  !  m°re  Suddenly  if  he’d  staid  in  the  Old 

Brown  You’ll  let  me  bury  him,  your  honour  ? 
trick.?  Certamly’-but  no  Body-snatching — no  playing 

k"*  L°rd’  your  honour,  do  you  think  we 

could  be  guilty  of  such  a  thing  ? 

letttem  pTssf’  1  d°n,t  kn°W  :  but  ho'vever’  sentinel, 

[Pierce  and  Rob  attempt-  to  decamp  with  their  weighty 
charge  ;—Jack  rolls  off  the  sofa ,  knocks  doivn  Pierce 
and  scampers  o  f  with  Brown,  L.  u.  E. 

Cooper.  Huzza!  huzza! — he’s  clear  ! 

Gov.  Hey  ! — what ! 

G°oper  You’re  done,  Governor— done  brown, _ he’s 

off  ! — he’s  escaped  !  ’ 

Gov.  Who  ? 

Cooper,  f on  sofa.]  Gy  psey  Jack  look  there  !—and 
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you  may  see  his  transmogrification,  his  apocryphal-flum- 
merv  ! 

Gov.  Ha!— fire! 

[Soldiers  fire  slight  squibbing  fire  ,—Jack  is  seen  in  boat 
^  in  his  Gypsey  king’s  dress,  with  Brown,  Panuel,  Fishei , 
%c.  in  attitudes  ;  he  laughs  at  Governor;--  they '*«««»*  { 
APOCRYPHAL-FLUMMERY  THEN  APPEARS. 

_ Jack,  mounted  on  his  Donkey,  is  seen  escaping 

from  long  file  of  Policemen  ;  Gypsies  all  waiting  to 
' receive  him; — Governor  and  Soldiers  stand  on  each 
side  of  the  stage  transfixed  ivith  astonishment  ;  loud 
cheers  without,  and  Curtain  falls. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 


APOCRYPHAL-FLUMMERY. 

Governor. 


Soldiers. 


the  end. 


